RECOLLECTIONS AND REFLECTIONS
something already growing, so that most of my plants came to an untimely end. I was also, as I have been all my life, fond of searching for wild flowers and of reading books about them, and thought that when I grew up I should like to be a botanist. The scientific names of plants irritated me greatly; it was the days when the Lirmaean system was almost universal, and I determined that if I became a botanist I would do all I could to purge botany from science.
Natural Hstory was pressed into the service of boys when I and some of my friends tried to raise money to buy wickets, bats and balls for a small cricket club we wanted to start, by having an exhibition of butterflies, moths, birds' eggs and wild flowers which our relatives were expected to attend, and pay for admission. This worked quite well financially, but there was an unfortunate incident. An aunt of mine, looking at an exhibit of a big moth with a pin stuck through it, saw that the moth was alive and trying to get away. She was very indignant and rated the boy soundly for not killing it before pinning it down ; he excused himself by saying, " "Well if it's not dead, it's its own fault. I've been pinching its head all morning." \Another occasion, when I got some fun as' well as instruction from my excursions into science, was once when a friend came in as I was using a microscope my father had given me. I showed it to him, plucked a hair from my head and put it on the slide and told him to look at it; he did and seemed very much interested, much more so than I had expected, for he was not very intelligent, He kept screwing it up and down. I thought perhaps the hair had been blown away. So I said, " Can you see it ? " " Oh yes," he said, " I can see it." " Doesn't it look very big ? " " It looks big enough, but I can't see the nuniber
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